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January  7,  1975 


Dear  David , 

I  was  pleased  to  learn  that  you  no  longer  consider  yourself  to  be  one 
of  the  lower  apes  but,  rather,  one  of  the  higher.  Each  grouping  has,  I  suspect, 
its  advantages.  What  they  are,  however,  I  am  not  prepared  to  declare  at  this 
writing . 

I  hope  that  your  Christmas  was  merry  and  that  you  are  enthusiastically 
dealing  with  the  month  of  January  which,  I  have  found,  is  always  much  more 
relaxing  than  the  month  of  December.  It's  unfortunate  that  we  as  citizens 
of  the  twentieth  century  have  made  Christmas  and  the  month  of  December  into 
what  has  proverbially  been  termed  a  rat  race.  Perhaps  it  won't  always  have 
to  be  that  way.  It  just  occurred  to  me  that  by  the  time  you  are  my  age  we  will 
be  in  the  twenty- first  century. 

As  you  can  see  from  the  date  on  the  enclosed  bond  (December  20,  1974), 
my  intentions  were  (still  are,  for  that  matter)  honorable.  That  commodity 
known  as  the  time  to  sit  down  and  write  you  a  letter  was  the  only  thing 
lacking  until  now.  Christmas,  it  must  be  understood,  is  above  all  a  state  of 
mind.  Besides,  it's  nice  to  get  Christmas /birthday  presents  at  odd  times  of 
the  year.  Ocean  bathing  in  the  polar  regions  might  be  just  what  we  all  need 
in  the  month  of  February. 

I  understand  that  Liz  (your  mother)  has  had  some  difficulty  in  tracking 
me  down.  Dealing  with  the  United  States  Postal  Service,  although  always 
edifying,  can  be  frustrating.  Be  it  known  that  I  am  currently  living  in 
the  city  of  New  York  at  the  following  address:  249  West  76th  Street,  NYC,  NY.  10023. 

Christmas  at  the  Homestead  was,  as  you  might  expect,  delightful.  We  were 
thirteen  at  the  Christmas  dinner  table.  Is  anyone  really  superstitious  any  more? 

The  story  goes  that  Grandma  Russell  would  not  sit  down  at  a  table  when  there 
were  thirteen  people.  Heidi  II  could  have  resolved  any  numerical  dilemmas  that 
we  confronted  that  day.  That  was  not  necessary.  Joey  showed  my  nieces  and 
nephew  how  to  make  a  napkin-mouse  and  we  all  laughed  warmly  and  uproariously. 

I  was  laughing  so  hard  that  it  began  to  hurt.  After  dinner  we  all  headed 
directly  for  our  favorite  snoozing  place.  We  were  like  a  herd  (or  is  it  a  pack) 
of  beached  whales.  It  was  the  mince-meat  pie  and  the  pecan  pie  that  did  it. 

I  would  have  liked  to  have  stayed  at  the  Homestead  for  a  few  more  days 
after  Christmas  but  I  had  to  get  back  here  because  of  this  job.  This  year  I 
am  not  teaching,  but  rather  am  doing  freelance  work  for  publishing  houses--my 
current  office  is  on  the  23rd  floor  of  a  glass  box  located  at  50th  street  and 
6th  Avenue.  I  get  the  feeling  that  I  am  a  participant  in  a  fictional  reality 
every  time  I  enter  the  building. 

When  will  our  paths  cross  again?  Now  that  I  have  finished  my  Ph.D.  I  guess 
our  getting  together  for  a  chat  will  not  be  so  difficult  to  arrange.  Let's  hope 
it  can  be  soon. 


Peace : 


